November, 1927.
To-day is the last day of the Hindu Festival,
and to-morrow we shall see the fun ... or
shan't.
There has been some dagger-work in the bazaar,
apparently. The Collector has been up there,
rushing about. I wonder what good he does. His
young assistant, G------, of course, thinks it just fun.
But R------hasn't the folly to think it "Life," with a
capital letter, or the wisdom to "let it be"; and after
all, that sort of wisdom is pretty nearly absolute.
There will be few who will sit and watch thek
navels on Judgment Day.
Mary got back this morning, tired after her night
in the train, and she has felt unrest in the air all day,
and talked spasmodically about the throb of Hindu
drums and temples. She misses the heavy hush of
Agra, but that is death, too, of another kind. Mary
doesn't know anything about the likelihood of riots
breaking out, and, for that matter, nor do I.
The Collector, when I went to see him to-day
about the new building, was worried and had one
revolver on the table and another in his belt,
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